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of the East Aurora publisher. The latter had been on his way
to Germany by way of Holland to interview the Kaiser. This
man had the same flowing necktie, the long graying locks,
and the same general type of face, but it was not the body
of Hubbard. That was never recovered.
It was again Elser and I who were drawn together at eleven
o'clock at night in the Town Hall morgue to investigate four-
teen newly brought in corpses still wrapped in the stiif canvas
tarpaulins in which they had been enveloped when taken from
the sea. Here was a grim obligation, unwrapping them to
look into grimacing faces, made more ghastly still in the
flickering light of an old-fashioned torch. Blocks of ice were
piled around to chill the air. It was a cold and clammy ad-
venture.
One old lady's face was a mask of hatred, no line denoting
fear. The wide open eyes held their expression in death.
In this eerie task we found no familiar faces that were big
news in the United States. And it was a relief the following
day when bodies began to come in too mutilated by sea vul-
tures and fish to leave any hope of identification.
Aside from the recovery of Frohman's body the dead of the
Lusitania proved a minor part of the story. The living who
were wandering aimlessly about the streets of Queenstown
were a study.
Surrounded by sympathetic groups, an American army of-
ficer told over and over again a tale indicating that his expe-
rience had temporarily upset him mentally. He had boarded
the Lusitania in New York with his wife and four children.
Two of the children had perished in the disaster. It was with
hysterical joy that the father related how fate had treated
him kindly in leaving to him the mother and the other two.
And he wondered why his hearers did not laugh with him in
his "good fortune/' News from Queenstown did not record

